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II

. swarthy man in a brown suit was sitting next to me
t the bar of the Continental Hotel in Cairo, and he
ffered me a drink.

"You don't mind my addressing you? "

"Heavens, no/' I said.

" My friend will be late. And I must wait for half
n hour."

He was about twenty-five years old, with heavy,
road shoulders and a wide mouth which seemed set in
perpetual smile. He was distinctly feline, I decided;
nd when he leant across me to reach for a match I
cnelled for an instant the hot, musky smell of tigers
t the zoo. Black hair curled thickly on the back of his
)ng fingers.

" I am a Palestinian Jew, you should know," he said
iter. '' Does that disturb you ? ''

"Not at all."

" But you are English, and the English hate us."

" Nonsense," I said.   " Have another drink."

He leant forward and put his arm round my neck
Before I could recoil. His breath stank of brandy.

" I will tell you something else," he said in a low
roice. " We Jews hate the English."

I moved away discreetly from his reach.

" We hate them," he said. As I looked at his eyes I
ealized what I suppose I should have noticed long
>efore. He was drunk.

" But we hate the Arabs more. Come closer and I
vill tell you something. But you must promise not to
ell anyone."